
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



64 THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW 

I think I shall be glad when they 

Have gone away 

And I can quite forget their eyes, 

That are so sad and deep 

And seem to keep 

Some secret of a world grown still and gray; — 

Where the far music dies 

That called so clear; 

Where she may never come again so near 

As she has come before, 

Nor hang her shining symbol any more 

Low in the western skies. 



THE IDOL 

EDWARD H. PFEIFFER 

There was a temple in the golden east, 

and when the toilsome web of day was spun, 

men turned unto their idol, one by one, 

and worshipped him with incense and with priest. 

.Once, in a twilight, when they turned to pray, 

they found no idol on the altar-stone, 

but still the incense burned, the priest alone 

still prayed amid wild hearts and dumb dismay. 

love, although I cannot see thee now, 

1 worship still at thy deserted shrine. 

Love's incense burns and still love's priest is heard. 
I wait: Perhaps thy hand will make a sign. 
I wait: Perhaps thy breath will kiss my brow. 
I wait: Perhaps thy heart will speak a word. 



